chapter XI
TO MANDALAY
T
WELVE hundred miles by steamer from Calcutta
—through the Sundarbans, those strange estuaries of
the Ganges, and up the Brahmaputra ; a night in a train
on a remote railway ; 170 miles by car to Imphal and beyond
to the foothills of the frontier mountains, a three-day climb on
foot into Burma and three more days in a dug-out canoe on
the shallow waters of the Yu river—had brought me at the end
of February to the high waters of the Chindwin at Yu Wa in
Upper Burma. Regardless of time and of distance, filled with
the joy of travel and of the distractions which every succeeding
day disclosed, I sat on the bank of the Chindwin river 370 miles
above where it joins the Irrawaddy, and 950 miles from where
their united streams reach the sea in the Bay of Bengal On the
shore I waited with my Indian servant and my Burmese boatmen
for the passing of one of the little weekly stern-wheel steamboats,
indifferent as to whether its course would be upstream to regions
more remote or downward toward cities and civilization. Nor
had I long to wait for by a happy hazard I had reached Yu Wa
on the day of the steamer's visit. Even before we saw it plough-
ing its noisy way up the long still reach we could hear the thud of
its engines. Half an hour later the Namtu tied up alongside the
spit of yellow sand that the vagaries of the river had furnished
for a pier. From the neighbourhood flocked a crowd of gaily
dressed Burmese men, women and children. A few were would-
be passengers, a few brought the products of their fishing nets
and their poultry yards and their fruit and vegetable gardens for
sale or barter but the majority came from curiosity, for the arrival
and departure of the river-steamer is the event of the week.
There are but scanty jungle tracks and no roads in these regions
so the passage of people and merchandise and news is confined
to the river.
The steamer's lower decks, almost flush with the water, was
occupied by its engines and cargo while the upper storey carried
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